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ANNIE  LATJRIE. 


■.rriSiAn-iiio  Lau-vio.  Oie’d  .no  her  prom - iso  fm-,  . 


there  that  An 
face  it  is  the 
winds  in  summer 


„erprom-iset.  ue,  . Gio'cl  me  her  prom  - .se 

That  e’er  thoaun  shone  on-  That  e'er  the  sun  shone 

Her  voice  is  low  and  sweel-  Her  voice  m lo'l^a 


A— - 


E=|»z±r^= 


cres.  P j, — ft-rrs:=;=zr"F=^— >ir-5^ — c3 


^pp  adlib. 


^ Which  ne’ev  for-got  will  he;  Ami  lor  bon-nic  An  - nie  Lau-rie  I d 

true,  Wh.chnc  m fo  » ,,e:  And  for  ho,t-nic  An  - me  Lau-r.e  I d 

3“'et,  Atdshota^Wrl^me;Andforho„-nie  An-meLa„-r,e  Id 


lay  me  doon  wid 
lay  me  doon  and 
lay  me  doon  and 


ri|=3E^Et^£»'“ 


-w-  ^ 

««  colln  vocc.^, 

p ^ U=., 


Robert  Burns. 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

-I — L 


1.  Should  auia  ac-qDaintonce  bo  fm-  got,  Aud  ney-cr  brought  to  luiud? 

2 We  twa  ha’e  run  a • boot  the  braes,  And  pu’d  the  gow-ans  fcne,  \e  w.inaer  d niouy  a 

3 We  twa  ha’o  sport-ed  i’  the  bum,  Frae  morain’  sun  till  dine,  But  seas  be-twecu  us 

4 And  here’s  a hand,  my  trust -y  frieu’,  And  gie’s  a hand  o’  tlime,  ^eiltak  » ^ ° 

— * I 1 1 

sync,  my  dear,  For 


for -got,  And  days  of  auld  lang  syne?", 
■wea  - ry  foot  Sin’  auld  ' lang  s3Tje. 

braid  ha’c  roared  Sin’  auld  lang  sjuie. 

kind-  ness  yet,  For  anld  lang  syne. 


We’ll  tak’  a cup  o’  kind  - ness  yet,  For  auld 


1.  It  a bod  • y meet  a bod  * y.  Com  - in'  thro’  the  rye,  If  a bod  • y 

2.  If  a bod  • y meet  a bod  - y,  Com  - in’  frao  the  town,  If  a bod  - y 

3.  Amang  the  train  there  is  a swain  I dear  - ly  love  my-sel';  But  what’s  his  name,  or 

ji- 


SiB  'Walter  Scott. 
AlUgrello. 


BONNIE  DUNDEE. 


1.  To  tlie  Lords  of  Con-ven-tjon  ’twaa 

2.  Dun  - dee  he  is  mounted, Ive 

3.  Thereare  hills  beyond  Penfeland,and 

4.  Then  a - wa’  to  the  hills,  to  the 


Piano,  inf 


Claverhouse  spoke  ;Ere  the  King's  crown  go  dow’  there  are  crowns  to  he  broke, Then  each  cay  - a - Her  who  loves 
rides  xip  the  street, The  bells  they  ring  backward,  the  drums  they  are  beat,But  the  provost(doucemau)said,“Just 
lands  beyonct  Fortli.Be  there  lords  in  the  south, there  are  chiefs  in  the  novtlr.There  are  braveDuinnewassels  three 
lea,  to  the  rocks, Ere  I own  . a n - sur- per  I'll  crouch  with  the  fox;  And  tremble,  false  whigs,in  the 


i 


honour  and  me, Let  him  follow  the  bonnets  of  Bonnie  Dundee.Come  fill  up  jny  cup, come  fill  up  my  can, (. 
o’enlet  it.  be.  For  thetoun  is  weelrido’  that  de’il  o’ Dundee.”  Come,  etc. 
tliou.sand  times  three,WiIlcry,”Hey  for  the  bonnets  o'  BonnieDundee.”  Come,  etc. 
midst  o’  your  glee.Ve  luu?-  no  seen  tlie-last  o’  my  bonnets  arid  .me.  Come,  eh . 

— j— 1 — 1— 


If:*  * ** 


sad-dle  my  hors-es,  and  call  outmymen;  'Un-hook  the  west  port, and  let  us  gao  free,  For  ita 


r'o  K ' 
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1 upwi’  the  bonnets  of  Bonnie  Dundee.  ^ ^ m ^ 
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THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SCOTLAND. 


Ajtokymous. 

Antiante  moderato. 


Lfffl  rofgj 


1 Oh ’where,  tell  me  where  is  your  High-land  lad  - die  gone?  Oh!  where.tell  me  where  is  your 

2.  Ohlwhere,  toll  mewhe£pdid  your  High-land  lad  - die  Wll  ?Oh  !where, tell  me  where  did  your 

3 Oh!  what,  tell  me  what  does  your  High-laud  lad  - die  wear?  Oh ! what,  tell  me  what  does  your 

A.  Oh  i what,  tell  me  what  if  your  High-land  lad 


be  slain?  Oh!  what,  tell  me  what  if  your 


High-land  lad-die  gone?  He's  gone  with  streaming  banners  where  no  -ble  deeds  are  done,  And  it  s 
High-land  lad -die  dwell  ? He  dwelt  in  bon-nie  Scotland,where  blooms  the  sweet  blue  bell, And  its 
Higb-land  lad-die  wear?  A bon-net  with  a lof-ty  plume.and  on  hisbreasta  plaid,  And  its 
High-landlad  be  slam?Oh,  no ! true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bring  him  safe  a-gain,  Fonts 


oh.in  my  heart  I wishliini  safe  at  home, He’s  gone  with  streaming  banners  wlierenohledeerlR  fire  done, And  It  s 
oh!  In  my  heart  I lo’emv  laddie  well, Hedwelt  in  boniiie  Scotland. where  blooms  the  sweet  bluehell,  And  It  s 
oh’  in  myheartl  id’e  inv Highland  lad.AbonnetwithalnflypIume.and  on  his  breast  aidaid.Andit  s 
oh’ my  heart  would  break  if  my  liighlunil  lad  were  slain, Oh, noltrue  love  will  be  Iiisguardaadbnnghim  safe  again,  Fonts 


V/ 


oh,  in  ray  heart  I wish  him  safeathome. 
oh  1 in  ray  heart  I lo’e  my  lad-die  well, 

ohi  in  my  heart  I lo'emy  Higblandlad. 

oh!  my  heart  would  brc-akif  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. 


BEN  BOLT. 


Words  by  Thomas  Dunn  English,  '39, 

j.SempUce. 


Music  by  Nelson  Kneass. 


1.  Olil  don’t  you  re-mem -ber  sweet  Al-  ice,  Beu  Bolt,  Sweet  Al  - ice,  whose  hair  was  so 

2.  Uu  • der  the  hick  - o - ry  tree.  Ben  Bolt,  Which  stood  .u  the  foot  of  tho 

3.  And  don’t  you  re-mom-ber  the  school.  Jkn  Bolt,  With  the  mas  ■ ter  so.  kind  and  so 


brown,  Who  wept  with  de-  light  when  you  gave  her  a suiilu,  And 

jjm  To  - getU  - er  we’ve  lain  in  the  noon  - day  shade,  And 

true  And  the  sha  - ded  nook  by  the  run  ••  oing  brook,  Where  the 


J 

> 
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treiii-bled  with  fear  at  your  frown? 
lis  - lened  to  Ap  - jile-ton’s  mill, 
fair  • • est  - wild  • flow-ers  grew  ? 

^ 4t.  0.  ^ ^ 

11  the  old  church-yard,  in  Uieval-ley,  1 
'he  mill -wheel  has  fail  • en  to  piec-es,  1 
3rass  grows  on  the  mas . ler’s  grave,  1 

t-u  Bolt,  lu  a 
en  Bull,  The 
ea  Bolt,  Tho 

IS 

I 

' 0 ' 

BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL 
THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Music  by  Davenant. 


1.  Be  - lieye  me,  it  all  those  en  - dear- ing  young  charms,  Which  I gaze  on  so  tond  - ly  to - 
2]  It is  not  while  beau  - ty  and  youth  are  thine  own,  And  thy  cheek’s  nn  - pvo-taned  by  a 

# !«- 


w.  Ir.  W> 


— '9—v  1?  ^ 


> . 


day,..  Were  to  change  by  to  - mor  - row  and  fleet  from  my  arras,  Inke.... 

tear, . . That  the  fer  - vor  and  faith  ■ of  a soul  can  be  known,  To  which 


"15  p" 
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fair  - y gifts  lad  - ing  a - way,....  Thou  wouldst  still  be  a 

time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear,....  Oh,  the  heart  that  hf 

- ^ r r ^ # — i 

- dored,  as  this 

IS  tru  ' ly  loved  . 

r f ;.-Er=^ 
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mo  - meat  thou  art,  Let  thy  love  - 11  - ness  fade 


fade 

as 

it 

will, . . . 

And 

on 

to 

the 

close:. . 

As 

. -f  • *— 1?: 

:|?=I5= 
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round  the  dear  ru  - in,  each  wish  of  my  heart.  Would  en-twine  it  • self  ver  - dant  • ly  still. 
• flow  - er  turns  on  her  god  when  he  .sets,  The  same  look  that  she  gave  when  he  rose. 


U'  U* 


. 1^' 


Beautiful  Isle  of  Somewhere. 


WORDS  BY  MUSIC  BY 


THE  CAMPBELLS  AEE  COMIN’. 


Traditionai.. 
Allegro. 


Piano.  J 


w- 

1.  pile  Campbells  are  com -in',  o - ho,  o-ho,  The  Campbells  are  com -in',  o - ho,  o-ho,  'Ihe 

2.  The  Campbells  are  com -in’,  o - ho,  o-ho,  The  Campbells  are  com -in’,  o - ho^  o-ho,  The 

3.  The  Campbells  are.  com -in’,  o - ho,  o-ho,  Tho  Campbells  are  com -in’,  o - ho,  o-ho,  The 


iguristo  roar;  Wi’  sounclo’  trumpet, 
truth  toshow;Wi’  ban-ncrs  rat-tlin’ 


Campbells  are  coin-iu’ To  bon-nieLock-le  - ven;  TUcCampbollsare  cornin’,  o 
Campbells  are  cora-in’ To  bon-nieLock-le  - ven;  The  Campbells  are  cornin’,  o 
Campbells  are  com-in’ To  bon-nioLock-lo  - ven;TheCampbeUsare  cornin’,  o 


ho,  ‘o  - ho.  I'p  - 
■ ho,  o - ho.  Great 
• ho,  o - ho.  The 


fCLARlBEU. 


UM  o.  thy  b«h,.:'  g,™  with  theiha™.™h^  and  '.T,'’ 

ta'd  te  f.  :S;;:::  5«d  ■ ul  “Ipty'rawuf  coa.slga  to  , hair  hoap.  in’. 

JT: 


And  it's  Kit-lar  -noy  shall  ring  with  our  roiyth.  sank  when  ^ds  came  between  us, 

IZ'ot  me'SXTlside  I watch  the  bright  em-bers. 


If 


-i.c..»  T.S*  - tia  Wft  thought  of  the 


jit  ■ tie  we  thought  of  the  lone  win  ■ ter  d£ys^  Lit  - tl^  we  ^ 

¥1  a^ll  T/'lTStS-t  ^^,;g.&S?C’  Sv-in.  Jknow  if  my 


_« m— 


=!==■ 


a"X~  Jh‘.'  T.’  fair  Far;  ?i  T.-ZZ  '-^^  ^7  fc“  “ »r'  IS 

dur  lin’  re  he«.  Or  if 


moUo  c 


Como  back  to  E - rin. 


r-neon,  Ma-vour-noeii 


.\n(l  its  Kil-lar  - ney  shall  ring  with  our  nurih. 


*.y:  t>  .4, 


UilUKUS.  1^ 

^ ^ fK  ___._  V»--t  1«  «Ua«»  knt'A  IaI/  . O] 


1-3.  0 my  poor...  Nel  • ly  Oray,  they  have  lak  • en  yoi^.,  a - way,  Anti  III 

3.0  my  dor -ling  Nel  . ly  Gray,  up  in  henv  - on  ihftc,  they  say,  That  ihoy'il 


as-z&zF^*^ 
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0- 

nev  • cr  sec  my  dnr  • ling  an  - y more; 
nev  • er  take  you  from  me  an  - y more; 

^ 

I'm... . sit  - 1 
I’m  a C'om*ii 

I'^-p 

r.g  by  the  riv  • 
g — com -ing — com- 

S^-S-i 

> 

sr  and  I'm 

Tig,  as  ti.e 

£-*rri 

^ p {ft I*  r K p ' ^ 1 — 

1 — JiiZ-U — k — U — ^ U — U — — ^”T — ^ ^ 

ing  all  Ihe  day,  Por  you've  gone  from  the  ' old  Ken  - tuck  • y shoie. 

- " the  old  Ken  • tuck  - y shore. 


an  - gels  clear  the  way. 


Fare  - well  to 


ir-bE^=£=B~ — 


IS 


DIXIE’S  LAND 


Dan.  Emmet*. 


p Allegro. 


1 I wish  I was  io  de  land  oh  cot  - ton,  Old  times  dar  am  not  for- got- ten, 

2 Old  Mis-sus  mar  - ry  “Will  - de  - wea  - her,”  Will- ium  was  a ■ gay  de-ceab-er; 

3 His  face  was  sharp  as  a butch-er’s  clea-ber,  But  dat  did  not  seem  to  greaber; 


-J-  iS- 

Tnoh  a.wav  Looka-way!  Looka-way!  Dix-ieLand.  In  Dix  - ie  Land  whar  I was  bom  in 

Lwkalwa^Sa^wayiLwkalwayiDS^ieS^  o“d  Mis^ns,  ed  VS  - 4 part,  And 


Ear  - ly  on  one  fros  - ty  morn-in,  Look  a-  way!  Look  a - way!  I^ok  a - way!  Dix  - ie  La^. 

SVa  ^m^^V  b^k^  h7r^b^ar'Sa:Zl  Eltre  Ell 


Chorus 


m 


Den  I wish  I was  in  Dix  - ie,  Hoo  - ray ! Hoo  - ray ! In 


Dix  - ie  Land,  I’ll 


Now  here’s  a health  to  the  next  old  Missus, 
And  all  de  gals  dat  want  to  kiss  us ; 

Look  away ! etc., 

Bat  if  you  want  to  drive  ’way  sorrow, 
Come  and  hear  dis  song  to-morrow, 

Look  away ! etc., 


L - way  down  south  in  mx  • xe. 


6 Bar’s  buck-wheat  cakes  an’  Ingen’  batter. 
Makes  you  fat  or  a little  fatter  j 
Look  away ! etc., 

Den  hoe  it  down  an  scratch  your  gabble, 
To  Dixie’s  land  I’m  bonnd  t(^,l5JSbble, 


FLOW  gently,  sweet  AFTON'. 


Burns. 


r 

1 

1 

2 

3 

4 

Flow  gent-ly,  sweet  Af  - ton,  a - mang  thy  green 
Tliou  stock-dove, whose  cch-o  rc-sounds  through  the 
. Howlof-ty,  sweet  Af- ton,  thy  neigh-bour-ing 
. How  pleasant  thy  hanks  and  green  val  - leys  be  - 

s-T"  -W- 

bracs,  Flow 
glen,  Yc 

hills.  Far  n 

low,  Where 

-■9 *’ 

gont-ly,  I'll  ' 
wild  whist-ling 
larked  with  the 
wild  in  the 

-♦-*-] ksJ 

ing  thee  a 
blackbirds  in 
cours-cs  of 
woodlands  the 

-A m ♦ 

^ ^ 5 1 

-i-i 

F-r»i  *1  - 

:r  ^ 

r-1  • 

— 1 — s — * — :-»( — — f J'  ^ F ^ -4-  ' — = — — 

^1— £ ’-V 4zL  ^ 

r'A  ita.  ^ ^ « 

_ ^ 
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song  in  thy  .praise;  My  Ma  - ry’s  a-s 
yon  thorn-y  den,  Thou  greon-crest-ed 
clear-wind-ing  rills ! There  dai  - ly  I v 
prim-ros-es  blow!  There  oft  as  mild 

' ' * 

ecp  by  thy  mui-mur  - ing  stream,  Flow 
ap-wiiig,tliy  screaming  for  - hear,  I c 

an  - der  as  morn  ris  - es  high.  My 

evening  creeps  o - ver  the  lea,  The 

|— 1— j— H-r-i— 

gcnt-ly,  sweet 
large  you  dis  • 
locks  and  my 
sweet-scent- od 

r-H  ^ — 1 4 

J-s— J—  lc«— J”' 

zn  ^ ii-i  i *.  J— ^ 

r-l  
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j 
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6 Thy  crystal  sti'eara,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides  6 
Aud  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides! 

How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave 
Asgatb’rinusweotJlow'retsshe  stems  Ihy  ch-ar  wave. 


Flow/gently,  sweet  Afton,  .aniaiig  thy  gieen  braes, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  ^ver,  the  theme  of  my  lays; 
My  Mary’s  asleep  by  thy  murmming  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


Gently,  Lord, 0,  Gently  Lead  Us 

/.»  n'  r.  PO 


by  !K  T.  POPTEH- 


HOME.  SWEET  HOME. 

Words  by  John  Howard  Payne.  Music  by  Sir  Henry  Bishop. 


1.  ’Mid  pleas  - ures  and  pal  “ 

2.  I gaze  on  the  moon 

3 An  ex  - ile  from  home,  splen-dor  daz  - zlcs  in  vain; 


cps  though  •^’e  may  roam, 
I tread  the  drear  wild, 


T — T' 


ev  • er  so 
feel  that  my 
give  me  my 


Zp= 


hum  - ble,  there’s  no  place  like  home; 
moth  • er  now  thinks  of  her  child; 
low  ' ly  thatched  cot  - tage  a -gain; 


A charm  from  the  skies  seems  to 

As  she  looks  on  that  moon  from  our 
Tlio  birds  sing  - ing  gai  - ly,  that 


hal  - low  us 
own  cot - tage 
came  at  my 


I 


Which,  seek  thro’  the  world,  is  ne’er  met  with  clse-whcre. 


there,  ^iiicn,  wixw  l*...  f tt  i : 

door,  Thro’ the  wood  - bine  whose  fra -grance  shall  cheer  \ 

call.  Give  me  them,  and  that  peace  of  mind,  dear  - ev  than  all. 


e^El: 


% 


hi 


— — ^ 
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r •-  - , - — I 

sweet,  sweet  home,  There's  no  place  like  home,  Oh,  there  s no'  place  like  home. 

^ /-rs  * /'S *1^  _~p~  “t  0 0 — pl^ 


T" 
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BONNIE  LxVDDIE,  HIGHLAND  LADDIE 


( 


Charles  Walker. 
Aliegrdto^  ^ 


^ n,„  ,KV  non-nie  lad  - die.  High-land  lad  - die  ?’' Saw  ye  him  that's 


Wea-  ry  fa  tl»c  Law-land  loon,  Hon-me  laa- cue,  xaiyu-ia.*^*  


• ^ J I 4-r-4 — d — -i-:^T-^. 


rOgg  —I 

r ! „ 1 
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^ •9‘  ^ ^ • 

Ask  thy  soul  11  -we  should  part ! N 

Let  me  lln  - ger  by  thy  side  I N 

^ i«- 

i - ta 

L - ta 

r 

t J.ua  • 

! Jua  * 

nt  * 
nl  ■ 

' 5i:  S 

ta!  Lean  thou  oa  ix 

ta!  Be  my  own  ft 

- p.  - - 

y heart, 
tir  bride! 

— 

1 — 

— 
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JOCK  O’  HAZELDEAN. 


Sii^  Walter  Scott. 


tide,  ladye?  Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide^THwedye  to  my  youngest  son,  And  yeshallbe  his 
griefbedone.Anddrythatcheekso  pale,ToungFrankis  cliicf  of  Er -ring-ton,  And  lord  of  Lang-ley- 
shall  not  lack, Nor  braid  to  bind  your  hair, Nor  mettled  hound,  nor  managed  hawk, Nor  palfrey  fresh  and 
morning  tide, The  taper  glimmer’d  fair,  The  priest  aud  bridegroom  wait  the  bride, And  dame  and  kuight  are 


bride.  And  ye  shall  be  his  bride,  la  - dye,  Sae  comely  to  be  seen— But  aye  she  loot  the 
dale.  .His  step  is  first  in  peace-ful  ha’,  His  sword  in  bat  - tie  keen-But  aye  she  loot  the 
fair-  And  you,  the  foremost  o’ them  a’,  Shall  ride  our  for- est  queen— But  aye  she  loot  the 
there.  Theysoughtherbaithbybowerandha’,The  la- dy  wasnot  seen; She’s o’crthe  bor-der, 


toai's  down  fa’, For  Jock  o’*  Ha-  zel-dea«. 
tcarsdownfa’,For  Jock  o’  Ha-zel-dean. 
tears  down  fa’,  For  Jock  o’  Ha-  zel-dean. 
and  a-wa’Wi’  Jocko’  Ha-zel-dean. 


KILLARNEY 


Moun-tain  paths  and 
B\it  man’s  faith  can 

Ev  - ’ry  rock  that 
Man  - y-voiced  the  _ 


Em  ■ ’raid  isles,  and  wim 
May  sug-gest  a pass 
Witli  suehbrightand  va 
Makes  each  sound  a hni 


Kil-laL-i^ev’s  lakes  and  fells, 

nis-fal  - leh’s  ru  • in’d  shrine 
placeelsecan  charm  the  eye 
• sic  there  for  Eeli  - o dwells. 


Bounteous  na-ture  loves  all  iauas, 
Cas  - tie  Lough  and  Lie  - na  bay^ 
Vir  - gin  there  the  green  grass  pows, 
With  "the  cliarmful  tints  be  - low, 


Mem  - ry  ev  - er 
Such  God’s  won  - der 
Ver  ' dure  broi  - der 
Till  it  faints  in 


woodland  dells, 
ne'er  de-cline, 
you  pass  by. 
cho  • rus  swells 


But  her  home  i^. .. . ^ 
Tho’ the  monks  are.. 
Smil-ing  win-ter’s.. 
Tinge  the  cloud-wreaths 
.0L.  M.  -g.  -f-  


the  west, 
life’s  span, 
more  fair, 
di  • vine, 


In  that  E - den  of 
There  would  fain  pro  long 
Doubt  if  E - den  were 
GUnc  - ing  back  soft  light 


there  I An  ■ gels  told  their  wings  and  rest 
rest  An  - geis  won-der  not  that  man 

war'  An  - gels  oft  - en  pans  - ing  there, 

sky  Wings  of  an  - gels  so  miglit  slime, 


tv’s  home, 


STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 

SERENADE. 


THE  LAND  O’  THE  LEAL. 


L 7^  '— ' . .v*-_  -r o . xvn?  To  the 


1 i’m  wear-in-  T- wa'.iean.Like  snaw-wrealhs  in  thaw, Jean,  Tra  wear- in’  a - wa’  To  the 

2.  Ye  avewerelcalandtrno,Jean,yourtask'send-ea  noo.  Jean.And  nl  wel-comeyou  lo  ic 

3.  Thendrythattear-fu’  e'e,  Jean,  Mysoullangstohe  free,  Jean,  Andangelswait  on  me  lo  the 


aay  is  aye  fair  In  the  land  o’  the  leal. 

And wc grudg’dhersair  To  thelaud  o’  the  leal, 

meet  and  ayo  he  fain  In  the  land  o’  the  leal. 


1 


MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Words  and  music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 

i — Ik — 1- 


Sr 


1,  Bring  the  gooc\  old  bu  - gle,  boys!  we'll  sing  an  - oth  - or  song  — Sing  it  with  a 

2.  How  the  dark -ies  shout -ed  when  they  heard  the  joy  - ful  sound!  How  the  tur-keys 

8.  Yes,  and  there  wore  Un  - ion  men  who  wept  with  joy  - lul  tears,  When  they  saw  the 

4.  "Sher-man’s  dash-ing  Yan  - Icee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coast!"  So  the  sau  - cy 

6,  So  wo  made  a thor-ough-Iare  for  Free  - dom  and  her  train,  Sirt  - ty  miles  in 


T=F=E= 


spir  . it  that  -will  start  the  world  a - long- 

gob  - bled  which  our  com  • mis  - sa  - ry  found! 

lion  - ored  flag  they  had  not  seen  for  years; 

reb  • els  said,  and  ’twas  a hand-some  boast, 

lat  - i • tude— three  him  - dred  , to  the  mam; 


Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it. 

How  the  sweet  po  - ta  - toes  e - ven 

Hard  • ly  could  they  be  restrained  from 
Had  tliey  not  for  - got,  a • las!  to 

Trea  ■ son  fled  be  • fore  us,  for  re- 


=^'^^=E=l==I^S- 


Chorus. 

A_ 


fif-tv  thou-sand  strong,- Wliilo  we  were  tnarch-ing.  thro  Geor  - gia.  \ 
stavt-pfl  from  the  ground.  While  we  weremarch-mg  tliro  Geor  - gia.  f v*  i.  ui 

b^akin<^  forth  in  cheers,  While  we  were march-ing  thro’ Geor  - gia.  [-  Hur-rah.  hur-rah. 

reck -on  with  the  host.  While  we  were  raaroh-ing  thro_  Heor  - gm? 

sfst-anee  was  in  vain,  While  we  were  march-mg  thro  Geor  - gia.  , 




bring  the  ju  - bi  - lee! 


the  flag  that  makes  you  free! 


A XL  1 *...  4*..k  tlyvk  enst  Writll 


IS— Sr-4- 


So  rosang'eeho-rusfromAt-irn-ta'to  the  ^While  we  were  marehing^ro' ^orgm. 


> 


MASSA’S  IN  DE  COLD  GROUND. 

Words  and  music  by  Stephen  O.  Foster, 


=i :! 

l..Eouna  de  mea-dows  ^^a-ring-ing  Ve  dark  - ey’s  mourn  - tul  song,  V 

2.  Wlien  de  au  - tumn  leaves 'were  fall -ing,  When  de  days  were  cold,  Twas 

3.  Mas  - sa  make  de  dark-eys  love  hto,  ^Ca^e  he  was  so  kind, 

L.^i_ ^ » 

T’hile  de 
laJ-d  to 
Now,  dey 

1 LS ^ L ' — ^1  r 1“  Ir  P 

F ^ 

■4 


The  Maple  Leaf  for  ever. 


1.  In  days  of  yore  ®LaJe  ^"^0^  brave'^T^'tSre, 

a.  At  queens-ton  Heights  and  Lun-dys  Lan  , Cape  Race  to 


EES:z? 

s"Se'’S  C sLt-'land  ev.  er-mo/e.And-  t«  - land'.  Bm-er.ald 


rj!-  s ^ oEi  5 -ix 

We?'  Thfn  swtu  the  song,  both  loud  and  long,  TiU  rooks  and  for  - est 


gether, 

neverl 

sever, 

quiver 


The  This- tie, Shamrock,  The  Leaf  to  ev-eti 

Our  watchword  ev  - er  - more  Shan  , jja-ple  Leaf  for  ev-er! 

Ma.^le.eafto  ev-er, 


CHORUS. 


TnTMZple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  de,ar,  The  Ma-ple  Le.af  to 

“I  Ss=  ==£;=£»  = •: 


ev.  er! 
ev.er! 
ev.er! 
ev-  er! 


God 

God 

And 

God 


save  our  King,  and 
save  our  King,  and 
flour-ish  green  o’er 
4ave  our  King,  and 


Hea-ven  bless 


Ma-ple  Leaf  for  ev- 


Hea-ven  bless  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 
Pree-dom’s  home,  The  Ma-pIe  Leaf  for 
Hea-ven  blesq  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 


ev . er! 
ev  - er! 
ev  - or! 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET. 

Samuel  Woodworth, 


. =:JE=q» 


U 1 

Ire-tion  pre  - senta  them  to  view!)  (The  widc-spread-ing  pond,  and  the  mill  that  stood 

spot  which  my  in  • fan  - cy  knew;  S iThe  cot  of  my  fa  - ther,  the  dai-ry-honso 


by  it,  The  bridge  and  tlie  rock  -where  the  cat  • a • ract  fell;  "I  oak-en 

'ffh  it.  And  e’ea  the  rude  buck  - et  that  hung  in  the  well.  J 


P 


wm 


%= 
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buck  - et,  the  i - roa-hound  buck-et,  Tire  moss  - cov-ered  buck  - et  that  hiiog  in  the  well. 


r 


1/  ^ 


% The  iuos3-covered  bucket  I bailed  as  a treasure, 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  field, 

I found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 
How  ardent  I seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  welL 


3 How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 
As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips ' 

Not  a full'blushiug  goblet  could  tempt  roe  to  leave  it, 
Tho’  filled  with  the  nectar  that  JupUer  sip 
And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation. 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 

As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father’s  planlalioq 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

The  moss-covered  bucket  which  bangs  in  the  welV 


OLD  BLACK  JOE 


Po«o  aitagio 


Toicb. 


Words  and  MuSiC  by  STSPHBN  C POSTER. 

S= 


iagio  m ^ ^ 


w ' yj 

1.  Goneaje  the  days  Whenmy  heart, was youngandgay.  Goes  are  my  friende  from  llie 

2.  Whyshoeld  I weep  when  royheartshouldfeel  DO  pam  7 Why  do  1 sigh  that  my 

3 Where  are  the  hearts  once  80  hap  • py  and  so  tree  7 The  chil  • dren  sodear  that  I 


:£e 


•*5>- 


t - 


cot  ton  fields  a • way.  Gone  from  U.e  earth 
(riendfl  come  not  a ■ gain.  Gnev  - mg  tor  forms 
held  up  - on  my  knee.  Gone  to  the  shore 


lo  a bet  • ter  land  I know.,  1 

now  de  ■ pan  • ed  long  a • go  ^ 1 

\uhere  my  soul  has  long'd  to  go.  I 


— I- 
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hear  them  gen-tie  vol  .oee  call-ing  -Old  Blaok  Joe  ' Ckor... 


sHl 


I m cotD-ing.  I in  com-ing.  For  my 

^ ft ^ > ^ 'fr" 


— ,.••/  - i 


.,head  iebend.mglow;  , I hear  them  gen  ■ tie  v„.  . cos  call-mg  ' Old  Black  Joe 


OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOWIE. 


Melody  by  S.  C.  Foster. 

Solo. 


Harmonized  by  E.  J.  Biederniannii 


1.  Way  down  up -on  theSwa-nee  ,Riv  - cr,  Far.  far  a - way,  There's  where  my  heart  is 

2.  One  lit  • He  hut  a-tnoug  the  bush-  es,  One  that  I love.  Still  sad  - ly  to  my 

Chokls 

TeX01!3. ^ j ^ ^ 


pp  Humming. 
B.^SSES. 


turn  - ing-  ev  - er,  There’s  where  the  old  folks  stay;  All  up  -nd  down  the - 
mem  - ‘ry  rush  - es,  No  mat  - ter  where  I rove.  When  shall  I see  the 


■whole ere- a.tion.Sad-ly  I roam,  StilUong-ing  for  the  old  ple.u-ta-tion.And  fortheold  folksathome. 
bees  a-hamming,AUrouodibecomb?  tVhenshall  I hear  the  ban-jotbranmiBg, Down  ill  my  good  old  home? 

I I,  I l-w-l-Jr-l rJ- 


All  the  world  am  dark  and  drear  - y,  E'* 


’ry  - where  I roam, 

-J L 


o 1 5 ^ ^ k I ^ k r 

0 dark-ies,  how  my  heart  grows  wea  - ry,  Far  from  the  old  folks  at  home.  ^ 
..  .IN— 


I 


'Written  Robert  Todd 


.O 


CANADA! 


Melody  by  C LAVALLEE. 


THE  RED,  White,  AND  blue. 

Words  by  David  T.  Shaw.  Music  by  Thomas  k Becket. 


1.  Oh,  '' 


Co  • him  - bia,  the  gem  of  the  o ■ coan, 
2.  Wheu  M'ar  cring’d  its  wide  des  - o • la  • tion, 
8.  The....  star  - span-gled  ban  - iier  bring  hith-er, 

-S- 


r 


The  homo  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
And  threatened  the  land  to  de  - form,. 
O’er  Cohimbia’s  true  sous  let  it  wave; 


£gzfe: 


m 


The  shrine  of  each  pa-triot’s  de  - vo-tion 
The  ark  then  of  free-dom's  fenn  - da-tion, 
May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  nev-er  with  - er, 

■ .A.  .A.  -M-. 


A....  world  of  - fers  noin- age  to  thee; 
Co  ••  lum  - bia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm ; 

Nor  its  stars  cease  to  shine  on  the  brave; 


:sz=t?: 


-x-s-l 


-pU^ 


' r~*~T 

Thy....  mandates  make  he -rocs  as-sem-ble,  When..  Lib  • er  - tys  form  stands  in  view ; 
With  the  gar-lands  of  vie  • fry  a - round  her,  When  so  proud-ly  she  bore  her  brave  crew, 
May  the  ser  • vice  u - ni  - ted  ne’er  sev  - er,  But . . . hold  to  their  col  - oi’s  so  true ; 

— . N N ^ -0-  ^ 

S ^ 


m 
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Thy  . . . ban-ners  make  tyr  - an  - ny  trem-ble, 
With  her  flag  proud-ly  float  • ing  bo  - fore  her, 
The. ...  Ar  - my  and  Na  • vy  for  - ev  - er, 

■«-  J 


When  borne  by  tlie  red,  white,  and  blue; 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue; 


:*=«= 
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^EiJElEiE 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

The'  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

^ 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue,  ^ . 

The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue, ^ . 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 


Burks. 

Andante, 


\te,  w j J 


Irish  and  Scotch  form  of  Uelody. 


Piano,  espressino. 


SCOTS.  WHA  HAE  WT  WALLACE  BLED 


Andante  moderato. 


1.  Scots, wba  Lae  wi*  Wal  - lace  bled,  Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  af  - ten  led,  Wel-cometo  your 

2.  Wliawouldbe  a ti-al  • tor  knave?  WTjawouldfill  a cow -ard’s grave?  Wha  saebase  as 
S.  By  op-pres  ‘ sioa’s  woes  an' pains,  By  yoursons  iu  ser  - vile  chains,  We  will  drain  our 


SILVER  THREADS  AMDRO  THE  GOLD. 


Q ^ ^ , ^ - a.  i.-  K.  M V ^ j 

17  Par  - . ling,  1 am  growing 
’it.  When  vourhairis  sil.ver 

3.  Love  can  ne-ver  more  g 

4.  Love  Is  always  yonng  a 

' J'  rn  1 1 1 1 

ofd, 

white,. . . 

row  old, 

nd  fair, 

Si l__ver threads  a.mong  the  gold. 

And  yonr  checks  no  long- .er -bright. 

Locks  may  lose  their  brown  and  gold;. 

Wliat  to  ns  is  sil..-ver  hair,  _ 

1 f f f- 

O'  1 ' J ' 

^ Shine  up. on  my  brow  to 
'Z.  With  the  ro-ses  of  the 

3.  Cheeks  mny  fade  and  hol..lc 

4 . . Fa  - - ded  cheeks,or  steps  gro 

dkyi  . Life  Is  fa--dingfast  .... 

M yj I will  kiss  year  lips,  and 

w grow,...  Hut  the  hearts  that  love  wil 

wn  slow,. ...  To  the  heart  that  beats  be 

wayi 
say — 

know 
. . low? 

J.  But,  lOT  darling,  yon  will  be,  wiU  be_  A1 ..  ways  yoirog  and  fair  to  me,— 

•2.  Oh!  my  darling,mme  a lone,  a- -lone—  Von  have  no- -\er  old-- er  grown, 

3.  Ne--.ver,  ne-ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill;  Sam . jper  wannth  is  in  them  still 

4.  Since  I kiss’d  you  mine  a lone*  a-. lone. 

Chorus.  Darling,  I am  gvowin;;  old. 


You  have  ne. -ver  old-.er  grown- 
Sil  .ver  threads  a-  raongthe  gold. 


rail. 


1.  Yesl  my  darling, yon  will  be 

53.  Yes!  ray  darling, mine  a lone,.. 

3.  Ne ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill,. 

4.  Since  I kiss’d  yon  mine  a lone,. 

Shine  qp.on  ny  brow  to  dayj. 


'\l-.waYsyonng  and  fair  to  me. 

You  have'  ne-.ver  old-.er  grown. 
Sam_mer  warmth  is  in  them  »till 
You  have  ne-.ver  old-.er  grown.— 
Life  is  fadine  fast  a.  - way. 

<cv 


all 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMF^ 


Words  and  music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


^ ^ ,,  T .-i.  ;nn 


,*  * ' T «!)■  Think  - inff  Moth  ■’  er  dear,  o£  you,  And  our 


/ 
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br’Ihtand  P^'  ''™'°  men  oV  moEe’-  Buf  to^  \oTe  wlTefoLd  tlwir  hues  tL^ 

::r  ?0  1 . A til'  d.:  TE  r™  dcr/  A„d  tho  hoi . iow  oyegrowsbrighund  the 

e^rrs—c A — P- — S- 
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T Thmirrh  I try  to  cheer  my-  com  • vades  and  be  gay. 

all  that  I can  do,  Though  t , J , vie  - fry  o'er  and  oer. 

beat  • en  back,  dis-mayed.  And  we  heard  y ^ — „r,.'R  mou 


poor  heart  at 


most  gay,  As 


wf*  hoaru  btiB  CIV  vi.  ~-j 

we  think  o£  see  • ing  home  and  friends  once  mor  . 

*'  r V 
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CaOBBS. 


•rn* 


_____  _ ^ "T-zi: 

^ " t ;L  ' Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  come,  Andbe- 

Tramp!trampltramp!lhoboysare^ma.xlw  r^.,  ^ they  will  come, 

=*=S 
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'^ttitaE^X^l'alld.reathTthemr  jgmu  Of  . the  freeland  iu  our  own  be-y -e^d 
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Jahes  Hogq* 
Andante  modcrcUo. 


WHEN  THE  KYE  COME  HAME. 


Piano,  mf 


~r 


f • f- 


Eiii 


J Come  all  yo  iol-lv  sliep-hei-ds that wlns-tle thro’  theglen.  I’ll  tell  ye  o’  a so  - cretthat 

2.  ’Ti-s  not  be-neaththehur-gn-net,  nov  yet  be-neath  tliecrown/Tis  not  on  couch  of  vel  - vet,  nor 

3.  Then  the  eye  sliincs.sae  bright- Iv  the  halesoul  to  be-guile,  riiere’slovem  %v-’ry  whis-perand 

4.  See  yon-derpaw-ky  shcp-herd  that  lin-gers  on  ilmhjll— His  yowes  aro  la  the  fauld,  and  his 

5.  A - wa’  wi  fame  and  for -tune— what  comfort  can  they  gi’e?  And  a’  the  arts  thatpreyup-oninan’s 


1 


ciiuT-liers 
yet  on 
joy  in 
lambs  are 
life  and 


na  kon; 
of  down; 
’ry  smile; 
ing  still; 
er  - tie! 


What 
'Tis  be- 
O! 

Blit  he 
Gi’e 


•neath 
wha  w 
dow  - 


the  great -est  bliss  that  the  tongue  o’  man  canname?’Tis  to 
the  spreading  birch,  in  the  dell  with -out  a name,  Wi’  a 
ould  choose  a crown  wi’'  its  per-ils  and  its  fame,  And 
• Tiaeang  to  rest,  for  his  .lieart  is  in  a flame  To  , 
the  liigli  - est  joy  that  the  heart  o’  man  can  frame,  My 


WITUIN  A MILE  OF  EDINBURGH  TOWN. 


T,  D’Urfey. 
Modiralo. 


Siztr 


Pl.VNO./  - ^ , 
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1.  ’Twas  within  a mile  of 

2.  Jockiewas  a wag  that 

3.  But  wlion  lie  vow’d  he  wad 


J'el-ci-  ' wa<i’^^'*wcd,\h"ough^  langheWS-^owed^tbo  SV  Cp‘^-teut-cd  she  earned  and 
make  her  his  bride, Thoughhis  Hocksand  herds  were  not  few,  She  gied  him  her  hand  and  a 

— T=r- " 


Mi-  ■ 
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grass  was  down,  And  each  shepherd  woo’d  his  dear, 
ate  her  brown  broad,  And  inorrily  turned  up  the  grass, 

kiss  be  - side,  And  vow'd  she’dfor  ever  be  true. 


Bon  - nie  .Tock-ie,  blythe  and  gay, 
Bon  -nie  Jock-ie,  blythe  and  free, 
Bon  -nie  Jock-ic,  blythe  and  free, 


-^—3 
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can  - na,  can  - ua,  win  - M,  win  - na,  maun- na  buck-ie  to.  I‘=^T 
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WHEN  YOU  AND  I WERE  YOUNG,  MAGGIE. 


1 «an.l.rod  to.d«y  to  the  hUl,  Maggio,  th,.  .ccno  !>«- - 

A ci  ty  so  si  _ lent  and  lone,  •Mag^ie.'V.Tiere  the  jonng  and  the  gay  and  the- best. 

They  sa,  I am  fee -hie  with  age,  Mag.gie,  My  steps  are  less  sprightly  than  then. 


w- 


creeh  and  the  croak_ing‘  old  mill, 
po_  -lish’dwhitemansions  of  stone, 
face  is  a well  .writ. ten  page. 


Maggie,  As  we  used  to  long  a,  - -go.  The 

Maggie,  Hare  each  fonnd  a place  of  rest.  Is 

Maggie,  Bnt  time  a-  . -lone  was  the  pen.  They 

CHORUS.  And 


groen  grove  is  gone  from  tho  hill, 
tuilt  where  the  birds  tisfd  to  play, 
say  we  are  a_  . ged  and  gray, 
novY  wo  Are  a.  .god  and  | grey. 


Mi\ggio,  \Vhere  first  the  dai-_  _ sios  sprung;  Tho 

And  join  in  thf  songs  that  were  sung;  For,  we 

Mag-gie,  As  sprays  hy  the  white  breakers  flung;  But,  to 

■ ■ ' .als  of  life  noar-ly  done  .Let  us 


Mag^gie,  And  the  tri_ 


croak  _ ing  old  miU 
sang  as  gay 

xne,  yonVe  as  fair 


sing  oftheda^s 


as  you  were, 
thvxtard  gone. 


Maggie,. Since  you  and  I 
Mag-gie,  'Wlxen  you  and  1 
Mag-gie,  Yrhin  yon  and  1 
Maggie  >Vhon  you  and  ^ 


were  young, 
were  young . 
were  young . 
_^were  young. 


!t  r 


HTJISrTI]SrGTOWEE;  OE  “WHEE  YE  GANG  AW A,  JAMIE.” 


i ! 


YE  BANKS  AND  BRAES  O’  BONNY  DOON. 


lit  - tie  bi 
o’  their  lo 

/-ei^-A^J^ 

ids,  And  I’m  sae  wea  - ry 
ves  As  fond  - ly  once  I 

■!=zt;ii=iJ-di=J^:- 

fu*^  o’  care  ? Ye’ll  break  my  heart,  ye 
sang  o’  mine.  Wi’  light- some  heart  I 

— d a-£ — i-=l — J^-1 

i 

1 :1  II 

— ap-*^  M__cAgr:=! 
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oWcvvU  u nij  i»«iii»tj  '•  ^ ^ 
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